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Introduction 


Who first described them; why they are called coronaviruses; what they are; how 
they invade cells; how we detect them - Jeffrey K Aronson 

The coronavirus COVID-19 pandemic is the defining global health crisis of our 
time and the greatest challenge we have faced since World War Two. 

Coronaviruses are important human and animal pathogens. At the end of 2019, a 
novel coronavirus was identified as the cause of a cluster of pneumonia cases in 
Wuhan, a city in the Hubei Province of China. It rapidly spread, resulting in an 
epidemic throughout China, followed by an increasing number of cases in other 
countries throughout the world. Countries across the world are racing to slow the 
spread of the virus by testing and treating patients, carrying out contact tracing, 
limiting travel, quarantining citizens, and cancelling large gatherings such as 
sporting events, concerts, closing schools, colleges and universities, shops, 
theatres, restaurants and bars are closing. We are in uncharted territory. Many of 
our communities are now unrecognizable. Dozens of the world’s greatest cities are 
deserted as people stay indoors, either by choice or by government order. 

Every day, people are losing jobs and income, with no way of knowing when 
normality will return. Small island nations, heavily dependent on tourism, have 
empty hotels and deserted beaches. Most of the countries announced full 
lockdown and partial lockdown. The COVID-19 pandemic has taught us many 
important lessons. Although we cannot predict when they will arrive or their 
severity, future pandemics are inevitable. Some may be more serious than COVID- 
19 if they are caused by pathogens with higher transmissibility between humans or 
higher case-fatality rates. The importance of improved surveillance and 
transparency is paramount. It is essential to recognize potential pandemics early to 
allow prompt public health interventions when the population burden of disease is 
low. The physical distancing to limit transmission leads us to find new ways to 
remain productive and engage with each other remotely. In this Pandemic 
situation Cape Comorin Publisher plans to publish various Anthologies titled 
“Covid-19 Pandemic Poems”. Volume I, Volume II, Volume III, Volume IV and Volume 
V are planned to publish with Editors, Dr. R. S. Regin Silvest, Dr. John Charles Ryan, 

Dr. Morve Roshan K, Dr. Malini Ganapathy, M. L. Aara Mithilee, and Nikoleta Zampaki. 



Foreword 


On 31 December 2019, Chinese authorities reported to the World Health 
Organization a cluster of mysterious viral pneumonia cases appearing in the city of 
Wuhan, Hubei Province. In early March 2020, WHO declared COVID-19 a 
pandemic and warned nations around the world to adopt strict preventative 
measures to halt its spread. 

Derived from the mid-17 th century Greek pandemos for “all” (pan) and “people” 
(demos), pandemic is a term that both confronts and confounds us with the 
magnitude it signifies. As of late May 2020, more than five million infections and 
333,000 deaths have been reported. The pandemic has spread from Wuhan, China 
to the United States, Russia, Brazil, the United Kingdom, and Spain, which rank 
presently as the most affected countries. 

Coronavirus has proven to be the worst crisis of its kind since the Spanish flu of 
1918 . Uncanny images, circulating in the news, depict abandoned urban centers, 
such as New York’s famous yet now empty Times Square. Tired, withdrawn eyes 
peer from behind light blue surgical masks in an endless procession of media 
stories. Migrant workers retreat on foot—and through any other means available 
to them—to escape unemployment in cities and return to the safety of villages. 
Families gather by video call to say goodbye to terminally-ill loved ones in hospital 
beds. 

In times of such acute desperation and uncertainty, what kind of role does—or 
should —poetry have? When the discourse of the day is about vaccinations, 
quarantines, social distancing, and other serious life-or-death matters, what does 
poetry have to say? 

It was during the 1889-90 Asiatic flu pandemic that a young Winston Churchill 
wrote “The Influenza,” a poem with as much meaning now as one-hundred-and- 
thirty years ago. The opening stanza reads, “Oh how shall I its deeds recount / Or 
measure the untold amount / Of ills that is has done? From China’s bright celestial 
land / E’en to Arabia’s thirsty sand / It journeyed with the sun.” Churchill’s leading 



question resonates still: How should we recount the physical, psychological, 
emotional, and spiritual “deeds” of the COVID -19 demon? 

During times of crisis, poetry can offer an outlet for expression and identification. 
When language itself becomes a source of anxiety—read: pandemic, contact 
tracing, surging cases, at-home self-isolation, flattening the curve and so forth—the 
restorative effect of poetry can intervene by reestablishing our hope for (and in) 
the future. 

Through poetry, we can develop empathy for one other. We can learn more about 
the struggles all people share in moments like these as well as the specific kinds of 
difficulties that others face: homelessness, exile, poverty, loneliness. If poetry is an 
animating energy—a force of creative regeneration—then crisis stirs it, summons 
it, unleashes it. 

COVID-19 Pandemic Poems is a timely initiative of Cape Comorin Publisher. 
Featuring poets from India, Indonesia, Australia, the United States, Philippines, Sri 
Lanka, Pakistan, and elsewhere, the anthology represents a significant literary 
response to the global contagion. The poems contained herein remind me that the 
stark separation between us, as imposed by COVID-19, need not become total. 
Particularly in an age of social media and online publishing, poetry allows us to 
reach out and reaffirm our common humanness. 


Dr John Charles Ryan 
May 2020 
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1. Corona Speaking 

I am Corona, WHO has lauded me pandemic. 

Alert been sounded not to be panic. 

Successfully thrown attacks on millions, 

Still causing death without recess. 

Now, I am the Criminal, Killer and the Leveller - 
Why heaping garbage on my shoulder? 

Forgot awareness? Ignored nature around? 

Have you ever smelt the alarming sound? 

The experience was essential for you, mankind. 

Instead, I have made you equipped and united. 

Thanks to the warrior! Thanks to their spirit! 

Blame me as devil corona, throw dust on my feet, 

Salute to your endeavours - 
Long Live human spirit! 

Creation will bloom in place of ruin; 

Never be disheartened, at next dawn, you must win. 

Am I the killer? Only the malicious one? 

Will you not thank me for making you aware? 

Use mask, maintain proper hygiene - 
Defend humanity! Celebrate Life - 
Clouds must erode after sunshine. 

—Prof. Amar Chandra Das, Amarabati, Sodepur, Kolkata, India 

2. A Tale of Two Doctors 

The deadly virus 
devastates nations 
populations 
Sailors on board ships 
are not allowed to land 
Prime Ministers and Princes 
are not spared 

Yet the world fights back 
Cancels flights 
rail and road transport 
Curfew and closures 
Social distancing 
the need of the hour 
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In the frontline 
is the medical staff 
Selfless service its hallmark 
A doctor who fought the virus 
for weeks on end 
succumbed to it 
His remains were taken 
for burial 

The local population 
protested : “Not here!” 

The law had to intervene 
This happened in India 

In Florida. 

a doctor of Indian origin 
worked day and night 
helping Covid -19 patients 
He too succumbed to the virus. 

And how did the population react? 

Every car that passed his home 
slowed down, sounded its horn 
as a mark of respect 
There was a relative 
in front of the doctor’s house 
to acknowledge the tribute 

“A prophet is not without honour 
save in his own country” 

—S.Pathmanathan (‘Sopa’), Sri Lanka 


3. Social Distancing 

(or, Intimations of Urinality in Covert Times) 

Need to get to the real bottom of this. 
Women have always done it, you see, 
with cubicles all in a row, while we 
mere men stand at the long drain for a piss, 
elbow to elbow, looming large to boys 
nervously in between the big blokes. Glance 
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sideways in deep thought, as if to enhance 
their half of the human race with such ploys. 

Meanwhile, back at the seats of power, 
politicians bicker, carpenters are stunned 
when asked could they build more shower 
recesses, toilet blocks with some State fund. 

Envy the shy poet retreated to his bower, 
going back to the nature we all shunned. 

—Dr. Glen Phillips, Honorary Professor, Western Australia 


4. China is The Country It Has Many Boundaries 

China is the Country 
Has It many boundaries 
Control they Corona 
Love People More China 
Practice is Very Core 
Theory is very Bore 

Great People is there 
All Nation is Sober 
Doctors Very Expert 
Do they Every Effort 
Work they in Laboratory 
All Nation Trustworthy 

China is the Country 
Has many It boundaries 
Control they Corona 
Love People More China 
Practice is Very More 
Theory is very Bore 

Salute to this Nation 
China Has Great Mission 
Now they enter Italy 
Work they on the Country 
No One is there Bore 
Now Happy Very More 
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China is the Country 
Has many It boundaries 
Control they Corona 
Love People More China 
Practice is Very More 
Theory is very Bore 

Factories are in the Run 
Now they on Great Mission 
Nation Very Happy 
Now Health Very Healthy 
No Case Come Corona 
No More in the China 
China is the Country 
Has It many boundaries 
Control they Corona 
Love Nation More China 
Practice is Very More 
Theory is very Bore 

—Dr. Naushad Khan, The University of Agriculture Peshawar, Pakistan 


5. Social Distance 

Keep a social distance 
with your community! 

Maintain a three-feet gap 
from your mate or partner or friend! 

After millions of years of social life 
humanity has reached the present position in life. 

Even in learning sessions 
and social gatherings 
we make many a pair and group 
in a big classroom 

in order to create closer interactions, 
face to face communication preferably. 

Now the challenge is thrown 
by the pandemic Corono -Virus 
which has wiped out 
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one tenth of a million people 
in the global plane. 

Still it continues 
to raise its ugly face. 

How then can it be possible 
to return to normalcy 

Let us hope for the best 
to enjoy our lives 
without any hindrance 
hurdles or curfews. 

—Kandiah Shriganeshan, Sri Lanka 


6 . We were born during terrible times... 

Corona! 

A thundering name 
for monsters like us. 

Our lives 
since birth 

have been saturated with 
apocalyptic smells. 

Tsunami swept off millions 
sparing us 

only to retell the ordeals. 

The ocean exploded and swallowed 
vast swathes. 

A new born from the Orient 
has its first glimpse of humanity. 
Swinging invisibly 
from horizon to horizon 
it dwarfed warships and missiles 
into vanity fair 

and nudged super powers to ashes. 
Wagging morbidity 
it tried to shame humanity. 

Ghostly it barged into 
the mighty and the meek. 
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We all groan for the loss of faith and youth. 

The street lights 
shed tears... 

Along the parched road littered with 
unswept dirt and dust 
walks a herd of migrant workers; 
women carrying babies in the makeshift saree cradle, 
miles and miles 
dreaming the uneaten food. 

The exhausted stars 
slumber leaving them sleepless. 

Life is stilled still. 

Deceptive masses and elites 
clapped their hands and lit the lamps 
to drive away smokes of grief 
and empathy too. 

Some protest against burying the dead 
as if their stay is eternal. 

Some others bustle around happily 
posting pictures of 
scrambled eggs and 
their discolored remorseful 
wedding albums, 

substituting the apparently absent 
symphony of love. 

Socially distanced lovers 
inhale the essence of solitude 
long for secret kisses and sneaky hugs. 

Poor mortals crying like hungry cats and rats 
explore the cavities of existence. 

No more dominant pizzas, 
only the marginalised jackfmit. 

Sweat beads the faces of husbands 
turned first time cooks. 

Moonlight rooftop dinners 
webinar rehearsals as sidedish. 

My tranquil abode lies disturbed 
due to my constant presence. 

Corona is a train wreck 
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One after another 
Every piece of land 
Every blade of grass 
Every feather of birds 
Every flame of fire 
Every idol in temples 
Every beat of our heart 
has been battered 
to learn the trick of 
dying while living 
living while dying. 

—T.Marx, Pondicherry University, Puducherry, India 


7. Pandemic 

I enjoy every second of life 
Busy with my own career 
Seeking for fame and money 
Till I realize life is very fragile 
When Covid-19 attack all of us 

The darkness of this pandemic 
Fear of losing money and career 
Affecting my soul and life badly 
Just like a small boat in the sea 
Moving slowly into the doomsday 

Now I have to be very strong 
To find peace and patience 
I turn and pray to God sincerely 
I believe we can won this battle 
Free from this tragic pandemic 

—Mohd Nizam Bin Salahudin, Malaysia 
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8. Like A Wildfire 

Like joke it spreads like a wildfire 
via water, air and land- the vampire 
our thoughts for it, the bane of calamity 
epidemic, plague, endemic and death penalty 
at first we don't know cause of our alacrity 
until neighbouring and faraway countries shared; 
indeed! a pandemic for one-to- one share 

Like joke it spreads like a wildfire 
our social, economic, religious and educational welfare; 
our lives in jeopardy 

the leaders and the led in pandemonium 
who is going to help who? 

Like joke it spreads like a wildfire 
the rich are dying of the pandemic in their empire 
their deaths, a dilemma to the poor 
the poor are dying of starvation when their diet is not pure 

Like joke it spreads like a wildfire 
the jargons of self-isolation, quarantine, social distance; 
all for prescribed health precaution and resistance. 

Yet people are dying; 
yet people are starving; 
covid-19 We are all contracting; 

God! We need you now for our healing! 

—Onipede Festus Moses, University of Lagos, Nigeria 


9. Pandemicly Ironic 

We used to breathe the morning dews 
With joyful symphonies of life’s tunes. 

We used to live our busy lives, 

Working, gathering, manning 
For we felt we’re in control of our lives. 

We, suddenly, had been warned by distant voices 
Of an unseen villainy reaping lives 
One by one - extending the uncountable digits. 
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However, we managed to remain the same 
For weeks and a couple, 

And now, our land becomes a battlefield 
Fought by warriors in limited PPEs. 

Lives loss, lives regained, 

We count the cases infected 
Affecting the movement of the curve. 

We shield our faces 

To filter the airways that may be invaded 
By a protein coated villainy 
Of origin - still unknown. 

We shut our doorways, 

Homestay, homestay. 

Are we still safe? 

We lift our hands with prayers 
Hoping that this wouldn’t have happened. 

Never had we imagined 
That the only safe way to live 
In the midst of an emerging disease 
Is ironically not to breathe 
To avoid the virus 
That had caused the pandemic. 

—Richard M. Banez, Philippines 


10. Not Be A Doll; Be A Ball 

Have you dreamt of a war? 
Which happens far, 

Land filled with blood, 

With scarlet red, 

But this is something different, 
That turned us all in disappointment. 

A crowned ruler Corona 
Has invaded from China; 

Put us all in stress, 

Creating a huge mess, 

The rise of this epidemic, 

Has put us all under pandemic' 
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You put the world under quarantine, 

Just remember, this situation wouldn’t remain 
Till the end. 

Because Nature welcomes us to bind; 

We will make a try, 

To make you cry 

You made our days 
bad in all ways. 

Now, you became a Ruler, 

Of all the leader; 

And became a King 
Of all the being. 

Never will we show pardon, 

For all that you have done. 

You put us all under risk, 

By sweeping away our brisk, 

Not rising with rage, 

But put forth with our courage. 

Started showing its progress, 

Making us all depress, 

People became friendly to infection, 

All because of your tricky action, 
people made the Earth war field, 

To reduce your yield. 

We are strong and bold 
To make you cold. 

Thoughts in violence, 

Is showed in silence, 

For making us face destruction, 

With lot of depression. 

Trying with huge might, 

To give a tough fight, 

Neither want to make you trend, 

Nor want to be your friend, 
Government is taking much effort, 

With all our support. 

Staying at home, 
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Not want to roam, 
Throughout the day, 

We don’t simply lay, 

Giving work to mind, 

To bring you an end. 

You crashed all our hope, 

But we shall soon cope, 

By setting us in fire, 

We will acquire, 

To put our best to seize, 

For smelling the freedom of breeze. 

Considering it as a deity, 

To attain victory, 

Making you flee, 

By setting us free, 

You might have escaped from prevention, 
But not from our invention. 

Just get ready, 

We are becoming steady, 

You shall be punished for sure, 

After making our country pure, 
Were you will not last, 

Remind that death is approaching fast. 

I would like to tell, 

Our medicine will put you in hell, 

The moment we shall celebrate, 
Were the world shall recreate, 

By regaining her kingdom, 

And giving our freedom. 

We stay home 
Not because you have come; 

To build our health, 

To help others with our wealth. 
Staying home with responsibility 
Filling our action with reasonability. 

Stay away from death 
Create your own path 
ll 
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Not be a Doll; 

Be a Ball. 

Bounce back to your normal state 
until that stay indoors by locking your gate. 

Create; create; create, 

Your own fate 
Not be a doll; 

Be a Ball. 

Not to show back 
To bounce back. 

—Sowmya . P, D.R.B.C.C.C Hindu College, Pattabiram, India 


n. Locked Down... Happiness? 

Let's first review, 

What's locked... 

Is it happiness or monotonous life cycle? 

Rushing and running, 

Becomes the order of life. 

No time to stop and smile- 
At a friend, 

Or know a stranger, 

Or, take time to analyse the situation, 
With a foe. 

Cooking consumes time. 

To save time, 

We consume junk diet, 
Prepared by unknown, 

Served at the cost of health. 

Duty calls, never hung. 

Office hours, never predictable. 
Home falls secondary; 

Family at stake, 

Of losing relationship values. 

“Home sweet home” 
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A phrase, so popular, so loved; 

Until, working at the office. 

Covid, 

Touched the id. 

The fancy, 

To stay home, realized. 

Dream comes true. 

Promoted to senior grade without exams, 

Pass semester, doubling up the previous, 

Viva, Seminars, assignments marked without meeting the candidates; 

Interviews Skyped, 

Meetings Zoomed, 

Classes Googled, 

Work from home; 

Vehicles stand still, 

Nature returns to form, 

Time found: 

For pent up interests. 

To wave at a friend, 

Think of a foe, and apologize, the mistake; 

To cook variety at home and serve with love, 

To spend full time with family, 

To listen, to share, 

To spread love. 

Not every generation experience this 
Situation- A cloud with a golden lining. 

Once in a while, a phenomenon. 

Relish it, live it, love it. 

Locked down, 

Are only the gates of the house. 

Neither the happiness, 

Nor the humanity in us. 

Love thy neighbour. 

Live thy life. 

In or out of lockdown, 

Be human... 

—Rosy Lidia Alosious, Department of English, Holy Cross College, Trichy, India 
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12. Migrants 

An army of ants 
Marching relentlessly 
Their flimsy shelters 
Washed away overnight. 

Hurled to an uncanny world 
They refuse to stop 
Wasting precious moments 
On fruitless conjecture. 

They march in sun and rain 
Trying to cover 
The distance 

To any place called home. 

Deny their bodies 
That insanely crave 
Food and rest. 

They march unhindered. 

A few prove problematic 
As their bodies 
Refuse to cooperate 
Be a party of the harsh regime. 

They are forsaken 
On the road 

Served unwittingly as cold meat 
To other hungry bellies. 

Who are these? 

Nameless and faceless multitudes. 

Migrants braving to evade 
The secure lap of motherland. 

Emanating from the margin 
Gravitating towards the centre. 

Sidetracked beyond the margin 
In favour of worthier lives. 
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Left defenseless 
In a cloistered world. 

These ants grew wings 
To spell their own doom 
Migrated with grand hopes 
Now gasping for life. 

—Dr. Kusumita Mukherjee Debnath, Rajganj College, West Bengal, India 


13. Corona City Blues 

19th Chorus 
Your birth is unknown 
yet, you are a visible baby 
growing in the crowds of 
biological and political polemics 
anonymous traveller 
from coast to coast— 
a formidable stranger. 

No matter how vague 
your origin is 
either a natural thing 
or anthropogenic specimen, 
you are a world specter— 
an ecological terror— 
beading into corporeal objects, 
a sort of organic freak. 

20th Chorus 
Contagious disease be 
a cosmopolitan sociable life form— 
microscopic though its body is, 
zoonotic transfer from animal to human 
or human to his fellow. 

Social distancing physical distancing 
mandatory mask hand sanitizer washing hands 
daily rituals everybody is homebodies— 
lockdown—the code of practice in this pandemic— 
being confined in an incessant rampant paranoia, 
fruitlessly gave rise to individual psychic distancing. 
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Being cryptic as sars-cov-2 as it seems 
no matter how nanoscale it might be— 
small droplets are enough to rock the world; 
viral anomaly in the virtual digital machinery— 
travelling via the cybernetic network— 
sprouting from anthropogenic material excess. 

21st Chorus 

Living beings are ecologically connected— 
one action begets another consequence— 
human life shares with nonhuman creatures on the planet— 
there’s no reason to be ruling over any others 
‘cause all creatures are created equal. 

Every form of life matters in its entity, 
having values of its own—evolving, self-governing— 
cherishing each living organism as brother and sister— 
one human extravagant deed turns to create a monstrosity— 

Anomaly as aide-memoire of the return to ecological symmetry. 

This lockdown means the time to make peace with 
this pandemic that it won’t bring more victims— 
to reflect on one’s craving for worldly means 
that has spawned menacing quarks. 

—Henrikus Joko Yulianto, Indonesia 


14. Confinement 

Lockdown 1.0 turned into 2.0 

It will extend further.my brain said to me.. 

We were trapped together in a 15x25 Studio apartment. 

Soon the quota for movies and TV series was exhausted. 

News that ran 24 hours a day was scary. 

There were only four flower pots that took minutes to water. 

I cleaned, decorated, redecorated and then trashed the apartment all over 

again. 

The reality of confinement finally caught on to me. 

Changing from one pyjama into another, I went around with uncombed hair. 
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Through the window, I saw the city that stood still. 

With nothing to do and nowhere to go, my space became smaller and smaller. 
Three weeks and four days later, I began a conversation with myself. 

Why do I work all day? 

When will I take time off for myself? 

Why haven’t I joined the Zumba classes already? 

It’s time to take care of my health. 

Why do I fear people’s opinion? 

I need to live for myself. 

Why do I despise it when mum instructs? 

When has she done it for herself? 

Why has one bad relationship scared me so much? 

When will I stop running away from commitment? 

Why haven’t I talked to old school friends? 

I need to stop avoiding reunions. 

Why have I built such huge walls around myself? 

Why don’t I smile freely anymore? 

Slowly and steadily 
Layer by layer 

Peeling all my inhibitions away 
The confinement is setting me free 
With every passing day. 

—Nazia Kamali, Mewar University, Rajasthan, India 


15. Covid-19: 

A virus can change your life 
As it is with the humanity now; 
And that created a new world order 
Where paradoxes rule 
Over the rule of normalcy, 
Where quarantine is socializing, 


17 



Covid-19 Pandemic Poems, Volume I 


Untouchability isn't a crime, 
And a mask isn't a taboo! 

Now, 

To keep the schools away 
Is education, 

To leave the holy place 
Is piousness, 

To lock yourself inside 
Is health, 

And not to travel 
Is experience! 

The tyrants who meant to 
Deport their own men ask 
Them to be at home, 

And the curfew known hitherto 
To a few in the world 
Is everyone's destiny. 

The least harming preachers 
Make the most possible damage 
In that dark zoo 
Where men are caged 
And beasts are free! 

Those who bragged their systems 
Are trapped in those systems, 
When the hoarded armaments 
Are of no use 
To fight a micro enemy 
That crept into high places, 

And the master that lived on 
Selling arms to harm 
Is imploring his servants 
To send drugs in abundance! 

The poets who envisaged 
The vastness of the world are 
Shrank to fortified walls 
By applying hand sanitizer 
As frequently as they could. 

This reminds me of that urned critic 
And his language of paradox 
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Which is now applied 
Beyond the horizons of poetry! 

—Dr. C P Shafeeq, GHSS Kavanur, Malappuram, Kerala, India 


16. Let’s Decide 

Covid 19 - much discussed and deliberated name these days, 
Could have been averted. 

Caused and is causing havoc, 

Who is to be found fault with? 

Trump points his figure at china, 

Macho men project Delhi religious congress. 

Who is to be found fault with? 

Many die in bed; Rest dread quarantined; 

Still lurks lackadaisical law breaking, 

Social distancing mortgaged for economic well-being. 

When selfless souls toil to save souls; 

Soulless rapists commit heinous acts. 

When selfish brutes still wade through; 

Altruism is kindled by Covid 19. 

Doctors: Gods visible, travail to restore afflicted lives; 
Sanitation ministers toil and moil to ensure hygiene; 
Police personnel persevere relentlessly to enforce law and order; 
Social activists strive to create awareness; 

Still Covid 19 makes steady progress. 

Medical aid; 

Social restrictions; 

Nothing would work! 

Individuals conscientiously must aspire; 

Need not perspire. 

Let the individual think of the other; 

Self-control is the key to survival. 

Let all think as individuals; 

Act as one humanity. 

To live we must stay distanced; 

If not we must all perish. 
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We would see the last days prophesied. 

Disobedience: the first crime, 

Still lurks and causes havoc. 

Let's be preservers not destroyers. 

Let's decide. 

—Dr. S. Jerald Sagaya Nathan, St. Joseph's College, Tiruchirappalli, India 


17. The World Has Stopped 

The World Has Stopped 
But the clock is still ticking. 

It may seem like the end 
But it’s the new beginning. 

It’s the time of uncertainity 
And this event is unprecedented. 
What you create now 
Will display your potential. 

The school buildings are shut 
Yet the learning goes on. 

Let’s make the most of this time 
For the show must go on. 

The way you see this pandemic, 
Depends upon your view point. 
Spend your time in self-introspection, 
For it might become your turning point. 

I know the pressure when 
They say “be productive.” 

Let’s learn to value our emotions 
And make the pain reductive. 

The Earth is having its vacation 
To grow and to heal 
Still, she’s being productive 
By providing us the meal. 

The least we could do 
Is to be thankful where we are. 
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There are people who are less fortunate 
Yet fighting against this war. 

We will overcome this together 
By being optimistic at this hour. 


—Tulika Singh, Varanasi 


18. Life @ Corona ... 

Corona! 

You have changed man’s life . . . 

Man used to pray God to make his family safe from diseases 
For the first time he prayed God to keep his neighbour safe 
The man who never showed interest to talk to his neighbour 
Started gossiping all the time 
Children could play with their parents from dawn to dusk 
Daughter who is always busy with Maths, Physics and Chemistry 
Opened her mellifluous voice 
Son who is forever busy with outdoor games 
Became a scientist and making us Andro-Humanoid Robots 
NRIs wanted to return to India 
to spend their time with their abandoned parents 
The misanthropists were turned into philanthropists 
Non-vegetarians transformed into vegetarians 
Alcoholics were turned to workaholics 
Ganges water was purified 
Hole to Ozone layer was closed 

Carbon dioxide percentage has been reduced in the atmosphere 
A man who is infamous as a miser 
Wanted to be spendthrift, but no way 
A crisis can make a man crisp 
No superiority and no inferiority 
No address for Ego 
No excitement for Sunday 
No fear of Monday 
No ambition to mint money 
No idea of spending it 
No hotels, restaurants, pubs or bars 
No greedy for riches 
No identity crisis 
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No need of new clothes or jewellery 
No need of hair dye or facials 
No servants - no assistants 

Father who doesn’t know the address of kitchen is helping mother 
Children are cleaning their own plates 
Hope this crisis will become a myth 
I’m afraid 

Soon after this calamity's termination 
People may quadruple their consumption 
Make this world more unfit for living 
Man is strong in mind ‘n’ week in body 
Men-women, rich-poor n all dichotomies 
Cannot be decimated by viruses 
Even such a thought is a shame on humanity 
Man may be left with physical, mental n spiritual pain 
But it’s temporary 

The most evolved man conquered earth, water n space 
And surely this time he can conquer Corona! 

Don’t be a man! 

Be a human!! 

—Dr. Palakurthy Dinakar, Govt. Degree College, Huzurabad, India 


19. The Wrath of the ‘Crown’ 

Empty streets and traffic-less roads, 
Silence and peace change the moods; 
Freedom from noise and pollution, 
Devoid of horns and motor commotion. 

The sound of sparrows and partridges 
Replacing the unpleasant noises in all the ridges; 
The chirps of birds from App to reality, 
Seems sweet and lovely to ears with gaiety. 

Life in high gear is brought to a halt. 

For, all the ways of man are fault, 

In the eyes of God and nature, as it brawls, 

It’s final call... 
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For returning back to the flock, 

For a healing to happen before the clock; 

For there’s too much poison, 

Deeply rooted down in the decayed hearts, without moisten. 

With all the mishap attributed to the Almighty, 
Ridiculous monsters never feel guilty, 

To admit the global coronation, 

Of the virus infestation. 

Struggles of frontline warriors 
Realised now, like never in years. 

A combination of selfishness and hatred hire, 
Spreading like forest fire. 

The queer mass estrange the diseased; 

As more and more are deceased, 

After not being able to distance, 

Unable to follow the rule or take a stance. 

Death is painful, when it knocks your door, 

And just a news when it is to the other four; 

The cruelty in minds, not hesitating, 

A moment to revere the soul that once did help. 

Crisis proves that virus is better than people, 
Impartial, alike for rich and poor in serial; 

None to escape, if not to distant self, 

Mourning and grief inevitable in every gulf. 

Near and far, the pandemic explosion 
Has created panic and anxiety without shun, 

With relations everywhere, 

Dear and to fear. 

Summer shines through the sky and dries every green leaf, 
Autumn falls in shades of red and yellow without any grief, 
Winter snows and follows the season with all its mellow, 
Still Spring unrelentingly greets with flowers every fellow. 

The seasons thus shine, fall, die 
And yet again sprouts with immense hope, by 
Following the pattern destined, 
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Never does it despise to escape for another find. 

Holding heads high, looking up to heaven above, 

Keeping positivity and good vibes as we bow; 

As this too shall pass, 

For hopes to bloom after and during the cause. 

—Juvi R. Sylfin, Scott Christian College, Nagercoil, India 


20. Covid -19 

The vacant Greenland outside 
The lonely roads, 

The silent cities 
And those closed markets. 

It is just like a fall stop to our life, 

A regular life. 

It seems that history has came alive 
Those birds chirping of the morning, 

And the light breeze snorkelling 
Those raindrops on grass; 

The pollution free stars, 

Those swiff sounds of river 
And echo that shivers. 

All were back - 

In the name of COVID-19 stack. 

Those untouched rows of bodies: 

Those un-named testing rallies, 

Those vagabond footsteps for home 
And the empty stomach that roar. 

Those quarrelsome ration lines 
Maintaining safe distancing lies. 

Those abroad moving dreams: 

Longing for returning to themes. 

And the doctor’s and health worker’s marching 
In the robe of God that were searching 
These scenarios are hack 
In the name of COVID-19 stack. 
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Amidst of these CORONA hassle, 

The politics battle. 

Science is praying long for hope- 
To save the humanity scopes 
And Nature with its genuine beauty 
Is turning its chapter of duty. 

The thick grey mask of dust 
Is fallen with its quote of rust 
The problem of climate change is off 
With eradicating Mother Nature’s cough, 

These are the ready pack 
In the name of COVID-19 stacks. 

—Suparna Bhattacharyya, Howrah, India 


21. Corona, Oh! Corona! 

Oh! Corona, Oh! Corona! 

Who had created thee? 

God made all on Earth 
He found them blithe. 

If He had made thee 
Thou would have been glee. 

I admire thee for your looks 
Like a ball of suckers 
Roll in the atmosphere 
Aiming to enter in lives 
To torture them in fives 
Yet to prove tempters are killers. 

Thou has only an RNA 
Scathed with a coat of protein 
Thou do not show any lively skills 
Touch of soap and sanitizer thee kills 
Yet when entering the live body 
Thou massacre the body and cells. 

Thou emerged from Wuhan 
Taken away the lives of many 
Spread to countries world wide 
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Made everyone scared and panicked. 

Death knocked everybody’s door, 

They begged for lives to spare. 

What a challenge! What a fight! 

When thou enter the human throat 
Cause coughing, entering the lungs 
Murdering the cells of air sacs, 

Confusing B cells, T cells, lacks 
The life of Immune System. 

I doubt, thou appeared on Earth 
To cure the Nature’s damage. 

Ozone depletion sought right 
Air pollution decreased its might, 

Water bodies turned bright 
Lovers of Nature celebrate great. 

Oh! Corona! Oh! Covid 19! 

We love to see the flocks of birds 
With bliss, we enjoy herds of deer 
Joyful we are to see the paths untrodden, 

Fearless to travel the roads of peril 
But pathetic to see the produce go waste. 

Hidden care and concern 
Returned on Earth and in family. 

We salute doctors, nurses 
Police forces, people for cleanliness 
Selfless leaders, administrators 
All those who toil for others’ lives. 

Everything will have a change 
As change cannot change. 

Countries gone, great kings disappeared. 

What art thou? You will disappear. 

Oh! Corona, you will run away. 

Leaving behind a legend to munch about. 

—Susila Victor, KG College of Arts and Science, Coimbatore, India 
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22. A Hope behind Distance Depression 

This distance hits me in uncertainty 
I’ve been trapped in the same days in a week 
Sunday looks like Monday makes me weak 
People’s hope gains my sympathy 
To get rid out of outbreak 

This distance unite human 
To wait 
To stay 

To always stick with hopes 
Even though it hurts 

This distance creates a hope in obscurity 
Where people dream about a better life 
Where people crossed their finger 
And walking hand in hand 
To hope for a cure 
To overcome from pain 

—Natasya Ayu Salsabilla, Central Java, Indonesia 


23. Reincarnation 

Virus! virus! everywhere 
It is in every form! 

All around the globe, 

Around us! 

Virus that killed the farmers, 

Virus that killed the peace, 

Virus that made us to forget- 
Who we are! what we are! where we are! 

They want us to be in Home -safe! 

A beggar's home was his own street - 
Will it be safe for him? 

A Doctor's home was his own clinic- 
Will it be safe for his own self? 

We live like a virus where- 
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We all risk our life- 

To save our wealth instead of humanity! 

Oh Mother Earth! you give us everything 
You protected us with your shield of love! 

You bleed so much to save us! 

Poor us! we didn't see you strain so much! 

This virus is like a poisoned apple- 
That we all ate unknowingly, 

The serpent's poison is nearing our heart! 

Oh Mother! we are all getting weak and weary! 

Make us all stay safe in your womb once again! 

Will this reincarnation bring us new life? 

The new life will become a vaccine- 
It will resolve the damages, 

And bring back our farmer's from heaven To lead a peaceful life! 

—N.Shajitha Parveen, Virudhunagar, India 


24. Both Devilish and Divine 

While loitering in- between 
The castle to courtyard, courtyard to castle, 

Have you ever looked up — 

To the far, far-off firmament; and 
Witnessed the cloud-choked Moon 
Winking in earnest 
To breathe out its existence? 

While travelling in an Express Train 
With your fiancee, 

Have you ever shuffled in-between 
The cabin to latrine, latrine to cabin; and 
Thought of pulling the chain long before your Stop; and 
Got off with a fine for a sumptuous scenario? 

That fervidty of the unease Moon, 

That restlessness of the fidgety footman, 

That ardency of the impatient passenger— 

All these theatrics of a closed ‘Third Theatre’ 

The Corona custody is playing upon me; and 
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Casting me as the lone character. 

Nonetheless, 

The Moon is spotless 
The Air-sphere is pollution-less 
The Gilfriend-wife is worriless 
And myself steeped in desires: both divine and devilish 
Both household and heavenly. 

—Tamal Ghosh, Rishi Banking Chandra College for Women, West Bengal, India 


25. Suddenly 

Suddenly, 

The world was changed, 

There was a pandemic outbreak, 
Dread was ringing, all were panicking, 
All were afraid of meeting and hugging. 
Suddenly, 

Hugs and kisses became weapon, 
Staying apart is what to be happen, 
Strolling out became discrepant, 
Show the love from distance. 
Suddenly, 

Basic manner is now credential, 
Cleanliness and sanitizing is now essential, 
Namaste is now world famous, 

Mask is to be put as we all are gamers. 
Suddenly, 

We are told not to go out, 

All are in their invested house, 

No school, no office, no work left, 

This is the time to be with self. 
Suddenly, 

We got the time to dig-up hobbies, 

To play, paint and dance with our cuties, 
We get the time to greet and gaze, 

The morning, the evening and the days. 
Suddenly, 

The city is locked-down, 

On the road no one is found, 
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Doctors and helpers are the warriors, 

Day and night working as the saviour. 

Suddenly, 

We are in the cage seeking from the hole, 

This is the time mother nature is in her role, 

Birds are creeping without any fear, 

Animals and rivers are enjoying my dear. 

Suddenly, 

I realized that power, beauty, 

And money are worthless, 

Only the health, humanity, and 
Spirituality are real and priceless. 

Suddenly, 

The world continues its life, 

The nature is getting again ripe, 

Putting all humans in the cage, 

I think it’s sending us a message. 

Suddenly, 

The only way to pay is to stay, 

Inside your home with your people, 

Enjoy the time in whatever way, 

Be the fighter serve like a ripple. 

Suddenly, 

This is the time to be together, 

Staying apart and being better, 

Work from home, study online, 

Stop wasting money on unessential lime. 

This is the time to be together, 

Pray more get god closer, 

Do some to serve the needy, 

Stay positive today and steady, 

This is the time to be together, 

Staying apart and being better. 

—Diksha Mishra, Ayodhya, India 


26. COVID- 19 ! Go Now 

COVID19! Go, go now, 

Who created you as so cruel and some good? 
Why do you stay here? 
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When will you leave? 

No more to loss; go now. 

COVID19! Go, go now, 

Cruel killer of the humanity; 

Made man to keep social distancing, 

Mad villain of helpless mankind; 

No more time to stay; go now. 

COVIDr9! Go, go now, 

Are you an invisible king? 

Who gave you crown to rule us? 

What is your aim to stay here? 

No more time to rule; go now. 

COVIDr9! Go, go now, 

Is saving the Earth is your aim? 

Clean water, clear sky, fresh air, pollution free environment; 

Are they your achievements? Any way 
No more place here; go now. 

Our Mighty and Holy Saviour! Come, come now, 

As meek and helpless, we look upon You; 

Free us from the clutches of cruel Corona, 

We ‘ve suffered and learnt a lot, 

Save our lives; save the Earth. 

—R.Samuel Selvinthurai, CSI Jayaraj Annapackiam College, Tenkasi, India 


27. The Sudden Storm 

It came like a raging storm 
Not sparing any living form, 

Slowly spreading in such a way 
For safety, stay in home was done, I daresay. 

‘Prevention is better than cure' 

This was adopted for sure, 

Homestays done to be safe from the coronavirus 
To be protected during this global crisis. 
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When we didn’t have long holidays 
We prayed to have it almost every day, 

Now lockdown is increasing gradually 
We want to go out, work and travel freely. 

When things are taken from you 
Only then there is increase in its value, 

Staying in home is becoming a disease 
We feel trapped and in unease. 

Feeling like breaking free 
Once again wanting normalcy, 

To be fair this was my dream 
To sleep, eat and stay at home indeed. 

Now that it is a reality 
Quickly I want it to be a fallacy, 

Normal old life is what I need 
The world should go back to what it was indeed. 

So many brothers and sisters have gone 
To all the healthcare people working long, 

I salute for risking their lives to save 
Our lives and contain this pandemic rage. 

Praying to almighty everyday 
Bring back the normalcy back I say, 

Fill us with positivity and hope 
So we are able to cope, 

Save all of us living forms 
From this sudden raging storm. 

—Radhika Srivastava, Rajghat Besant School, Rajghat fort, Varanasi, India 

28. What Will Do Now? 

It is a new dawn 
Full of anxiety and pain 
What will happen? 

After the ‘Locked-down’ 

Everybody seems worried what to do? 

What will do now what will do? 
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All are busy in storage 
Necessary things, food and beverage 
But all the doctors, police, helpers, 

Army, only fighting with COVID -19, 

What will do now what will do? 

This disease is pandemic all we know 
Still trying to break rules and law 
By not following social distancing 
Result will be hazardous and disastrous 
What will do now what will do? 

Need for safety and protection 
Do work from home or other action 
Demand of time to live in isolation 
What will do now what will do? 

As we are reaching on the edge 
By the help and of ancient knowledge 
Some people came in, common with a pledge 
They are ‘demons’ not the sage 
What will do now what will do? 

Oh! GOD please, give the strength 
To save and to fight for the right 
As we know situation is tight 
What will do now what will do? 

We need ‘Your’ blessings 
Love, mercy, caring and curing 
Soon we will recover from this painful plight 
No more suffering, no horrible sight 
Of course we will win and 
The future will be bright 
The future will be bright. 

—Pallavi Gupta, Etawah, Uttar Pradesh, India 

29. Corona - The Good or Bad or Ugly? 

Corona, 

You are very bad. 

You have fathomed millions of lives - 
Gifted us sleepless nights. 

No leave for Doctors and Nurses, 

Kept humans in lockdown - 
And enjoying the joke on us. 
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So, Corona - 
You are very bad. 

Corona, 

You are so mean. 

Children are sleeping hungry, 

People are looking for food. 

Nobody knows about the next harvest - 
What punishment shall we give? 

You are trying to blow the horns of the war. 

Hence, Corona - 
You are not good at all. 

Corona, 

You are very unkind. 

Mutating yourself every moment - 
Creating issues to develop a vaccine. 

You don’t respect religion & boundaries - 
Trying to create a brawl among the nations! 

Infinitesimally small you are - 
But your actions are devilish. 

Therefore, corona, 

You are not moral at all. 

Still, people are thinking a bit, 

Spending more time with their loved ones. 

Drawing, cooking, singing, dancing - 
Every lost hobbies and passions have returned. 

The ozone layer is repleting - 
Birds can be heard singing songs. 

Pollution levels are diminishing - 
One can view clear sky & mountain walls. 

Looks like someone pushed it - 
The ‘Reboot’ button. 

Hope, our mother earth is getting some rest. 

Isn’t it? 

Corona, 

After all, are you really that Evil? 

—Biswajit Debnath, Kolkata, India 
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30. Lockdown Amid COVID-19 

SARS-C0V-2 , Originated in Wuhan; 

Spread wide in the world. 

Caused COVID-19 infection: 

Spread everywhere it likes. 

The Mother of COVID-19 is first victim 
To her own child; 

It thought to spread everywhere 
By its mighty power once it existed. 

Italy, Thailand, Spain, France fell into its eyes; 

People gradually found its power 
Ability to infect the Lungs 
Causes difficulty in breathing. 

Soon crawled into India. 

Took away many lives everywhere: 

But here less numbers. 

God saves India as Tagore said. 

Every state Lockdown, Lockdown; 

People at home; safe 
Love bloomed in every family 
Though new pandemic is on. 

People at hospital treated, cured, went home; 

Still many affected and admitted like a Loop 
Not cured sadly and silently passed to Heaven 
Not seen by own family members. 

People no hope only God; 

People no Materialistic world only Family; 

People no hatred only helping hand: 

Beautiful life found everywhere in Lockdown. 

—V. Vanitha Jeyakumari, KG College of Arts and Science, Coimbatore, India 
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31. War of the Whites 

A new normality waits to hold 
A trendy hangout, to live with 
The devastating Plague 
A disastrous bond 
Nowhere to run; to hide 
Nowhere to sojourn 
For all under a sole shelter 
The shelter of fear 
Yet an abode of hope 
For this flourishes -solidarity 

Wealth shall feed them 
Who to rescue and release? 
From the clenching pandemic 
A harsh realization grips 
Health isn’t choice 

A pungent war, grappling hard 
Not with draggers and armors 
As history did speak 
Nor missiles and tank 
As the training for the future goes 
But an invisible war 
Doctors -The fighters 
Ancient woman sent her kin 
To win battles, proud they were 
Modern women stop her kin 
Isn’t arrogance rather prevention 

All I do is, stay put 
In my circle, the distanced circle 
Not long but until this prolongs 
Flood came from seas 
Aid came from land 
Earthquake shook the land 
Help came from around 
Who would lend a hand? 
Indeed your own hand 
Gloved, washed and sanitized 
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All strangled? Just a note 
Travelling? Think thrice 
Breathing? Wear a Mask 
Let us all be a plant 
Call it what? A touch me not 
Be at bay, let’s sing this out 
They call it this, breakage of chain 
More than ever here is fear 
Also hope and a fragile bond 
The bond to life 
The Want to live 

‘Social distancing’ the only motto 
Indeed a chant; also a law 
To spell in dream and live in hope 
For a peaceful ‘morrow 
For the peace past the War 

—Priyadharsini R, Moolapalayam, Erode, India 

32. Lockdown 

We have been disposed to learn to unlearn and relearn. 

Behold man! Its not Nature’s lock. Nature never locks. 

Search for the lost to unlock the lost, be not late - nature dictates! 
Mornings pass to nothing, evenings somber, sleepless nights slept. 

Nature continues - mornings enchanted, evenings euphoric, nights gleeful, 
man unmanned - Nature behests, Behold man! You are not for me, I am for 

you. 

Man ascertains ... too late - battle lost to an erratic adversary. 

Wisdom, knowledge, experience are man’s sources of intellect to master His 

creation- 

tune into the congenital, listen to nature's melody, cadence of love echoes, 
it’s you- not me the source of desolation, turn to me or surpass me, 
history will document man's arrogance, and truth will prevail, 
where battles of physical force won, not this time - assent, 
lock yourselves to natures blanket, execration we designed to let ourselves 

locked, 

for the offsprings to carry on with natures course, not locked down - behold 

man! 

—Dr. F. Julian Xercies Rigley, Sacred Heart College, Tirupattur, India 
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33. Shoe Rack 

It stands in a corner. 

To remind me of the pandemic, 

That things have changed, 

As no one ever thought of. 

The rack stood for my active life. 

Every day I wore my sandals, 

Walked on it, 

Day in and day out. 

Sometimes I put those back on the rack. 

Sometimes just left on the floor, 

Lying there all day, 

Never giving me a thought to ponder. 

But today my pride got smashed. 

As I saw my shoe rack static, 

With all my footware, 

Standing still, not worn for days. 

Where was I heading to wearing my sandals? 

What was I trying to prove? 

What life had to do outdoors? 

Where was my pride of being a human? 

So many more questions. 

Will I ever wear one and go out? 

Will I meet the people I love? 

Will I ever be the same again? 

Will I ever need one at all? 

Or can I survive without one? 

The answers to all these questions, 

Are the answers to the evolution of me! 

—Dr. Tharini Prabakaran, St. Francis de Sales College, Bangalore, India 
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34. We Shall Overcome 

Oh tiny devil! I saw you first in my post graduate days. 

Through the huge big electron microscope. 

With genetic material covered by a protein coat. 

You seemed so tiny and innocent in all ways. 

So much we read about you in the books. 

So tiny that you cannot be seen under light microscopes. 

You cannot divide if not in living cells. 

Sometimes simple and sometimes with spiked looks. 

Oh tiny devil! Without a cellular structure. 

Who knew you could wreak so much havoc? 

Spreading disease like a wildfire. 

Toppling over the whole world structure. 

Like the biblical pestilence, 

Scaring everybody around the world. 

Baffling advanced science. 

Spreading your fangs in the population dense. 

Oh tiny devil! We are all in it together in this fight. 

We are not frightened but maybe a little shaken. 

We have been socially distanced but we are one. 

We will win and stop your march with all our might. 

—Dr. Paramita Mukherjee Mullick, Mumbai, India 


35. Warriors of Coronavirus 

The fighters of illness, 
the ray of sunshine to a dark place, 
the vibe to a chaotic phase, 
the prayer to an unread being, 
healer for a messed up soul, 
you are a warrior. 

Warrior, not by a profession, 

Warrior, by humanity, for a reason. 

For being the cloth of warmth and soft palm on a heavy head. 
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Parents holding their children closer to keep them away from danger, 
Doctors overtime in hospitals to save breathing of souls, 
laborers waiting for a ray of hope to have their growling hungry stomachs fed, 
travellers who are stuck abroad waiting to meet their loved ones, 
mental illness sucking all the positivity away from depressed, anxious and 

nervous minds, 

the lone persons trying to hold on through their every thick and thin, 
the emotionally abused and physically hopeless persons with fake smiles, 
shivering in a bed, teary eyes and wet pillows, for whom this lockdown is a hell, 
on the other side, the budding chefs, writers and intellectuals achieving their 
dreams and adapting the new rhythm of this life, 
the police, working day and night to protect the public like its own family, 
teachers educating the students online, shaping the virtual world and smart 

minds, 

the social workers giving their best to provide people with every help they can, 
the researchers, scientists currently finding the vaccines and medicines to cure 

this pandemic. 

And it goes on... 

Such a jolly time of relaxation for the nature, birds, animals and that ozone 

layer getting healed. 

Those cute animals and birds roaming around on the land like kings and 
queens ruling the world. They are winning hearts. Let’s not be cruel to them. 

While the humans are getting used to the new normal, washing hands for 
thousands of time in a day, a mask covering faces, no more two faces, ironical. 
Praying for the people who are battling for their lives and deep condolences for 

the ones who failed to get through this. 

This global pandemic is a lesson everyone should enroll into, 
save this nature to survive and breathe peacefully, 
dont hurt no one, get pandemics off your menu! 

Be humble and kind towards each other, love more, fight - not at all., be good, 

be good, be really good. 

We can feel the ache of this, hoping for a cure, we'll get through this. 

Afterall, Patience is the key. 

—Onam Joshi, Jetpur, India 
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36. Covid-19 flood 

O lovely earth! With greens and blues, 
Prosperity and goodness streamed in you, 
Living souls were created to rule over you, 

He touched the firmament through intellectuality. 

Brain power overcame the nature's power 
Through the inventions and detections; 
Came long life and morbidities, 

Super germs' outbreak free from human chain. 

Pandemic proliferated over the globe 
Like a fire burning up the jungle; 

Breath in human muddled 
When it flooded like the lava. 

Could hear the wail of the affected, 

Could hear the sob of the feared, 

While we sought refuge in our homes, 
Corona roamed in the streets. 

It came upon the people like clouds 
Gushing the rain on earth; 

Suffering, crying, fear, death, 

Swamped the globe within days. 

Brand new term 'quarantine' launched, 
Current experience 'lockdown' initiated, 
Panic situation spread like an aroma of lavender, 
Pandemic spread across the seas. 

Lockdown became our routine, 

Isolation became our thoughts, 
Quarantine became one nightmare, 

Not even the mighty ocean could halt the virus. 

The new aroma didn't soothe humans 
Looked like thorns pricking the heart; 
Weeping turned out like the food of many, 
Fear inclined the feast of the rich. 
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Aroma of death spread in nations 
Dead bodies were crying to rest peacefully, 

Peace became the forgotten term in life 
Fear became the new term in life. 

Hope gone, happiness flew away, 

Outside world became a dream; 

Men sat inside the home 
And faith was coming up. 

Spirituality, faith, meditation, prayers 
Were spreading like fire, burning the spirits; 

Man's greediness fell down, 

The creator laughed, COVID 19 laughed. 

—Anne Benita D, Bangalore, India 

37. Corona Crisis 

World at halt due to serious crisis, 

Losing lives, we are paying prices; 

Jolt to human progress and race, 

People are facing a vicious phase; 

Name and fame are losing its meaning, 

Suddenly, all economies are collapsing; 

Corona abolishes class and disparity, 

Above all, life became first priority; 

Though human kind is in quarantine, 

Yet Nature is replenishing its pristine; 

Commendable job being done by our Govt., 

Dire need to cooperate with management; 

India is going for huge evacuation, 

Of her citizens abroad in grim situation; 

Reach out to those encapsulated in poverty, 

Help them anyway and do some charity; 

Scientists experimenting with sheer quest, 

Corona warriors responsibly doing their best; 

This pandemic is fatal and rare, 

Stay home, distance socially for your care; 

We shall overcome it I am confident, 

Just follow precautions and stay vigilant. 

—Manjeet Singh, Ramban, J&K, India 
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38. Corona and Nature 

Our nature was not safe by us 
And we are destroying it regularly and deliberately 
Corona has come in our world 
It has been stopped almost all things 
Most of the person is in the prison-like home 
Some of the people are trying to ruin 
They are wandering deliberately here and there 
But God is superior to us, he has plans for everything 
He is going to adjust almost all things 
Our nature is going to clean 
And birds are flying in the open blue sky 
Animals are taking a breath in a fresh environment 
But most of the people are staying at home 
That’s the plan of God 
God is also planning for the human being 
And one day, we will come out of our home 
And nature will welcome us 

I hope that we will respect our nature against other things. 

—Dr. Brajesh Kumar Gupta “MEWADEV”, Banda, Uttar Pradesh, India 

39. Inverted Humanity 

Moon behind the shadows 
Sun Piping across the holes, 

Souls introvert in never ending states 
Emergency lending in the Byzantium space, 

Stars shine in the deadly lands, 

They’re shivering with tremendously crises. 

Winds 've disappeared from the springs 
Tides are falling and never touch the streams, 

Boats swim for the sake of waves 
Failed to help the currents by death of storms, 

Glowworms grimace in the entire rains 
Owls moan upon the branches with no gains, 

The bats ‘ere hanging under the shades 
Metamorphosis their size and shapes, 

Human’re always equal for each others 
Broken bodies scatter with sudden flaps, 

Contagious humanity after their fatal stakes 
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Men around the pile of corpses. 

Come back to the nature, 

Life is hell, if you turn your face, 

Without seeking the lessons 
Men should be learn with outwitted mistakes, 

Hope is always raise and never get rid pales 
Science is miracle but being under the God graces. 

—Bindiya Rahi Singh, Govt. Degree College Kotabagh, Uttarakhand, India 

40. Karma or Vengeance? Futility 

Apocalypse? Doomsday? 

Has the beginning of the end just begun? 

Are all our sins being avenged? 

Infants failing to see the light of days, 

Old folks breathing their last not knowing when or how, 

Is this how humanity is supposed to perish? 

Fiction told tales of zombies, villains and serial killers. 

But, how do we fight what we don't see? 

And for how long? 

Lives have been transformed overnight into a dark battlefield, except the enemy 

is our own. 

My mother doesn't caress me anymore, doesn't even come closer. 

She's a nurse. A nurse who sleeps in the attic out of fear of endangering her 

daughter's life, her husband's. 

Unpredictability has enshrouded the earth. 

Some say, nature's breathing fresh amidst this? 

Is it? 

Is it? Doesn't nature reek of the stench of corpses of innocents? 

I have been dreaming every night of roads full of rotting bodies, vultures 
reigning the territory, flies feasting on us. Our stench is the beasts' savory 

aroma. 

Is Noah's ark arriving any day soon? 

Who will be the one flawless soul to get the ticket? 

Is the Almighty irreprochable to rip off a baby from a mother's womb, deprive a 

soul unborn of a father's lap? 

Is nature ever unimpeachable in contributing to the suicide of thousands of 

dead farmers? 

What punishment? Which justice? Who decides? 

Destiny? Retribution? Egalitarianism? 

In my timeless fragments of looming preoccupation, I dream of normalcy. 
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Something inside stirs. What is normalcy? 

Rapes? Molestation? Terrorism? Religious riots? Political corruptions? Murders? 
Or, a virus? A virus harmlessly intending to stop crime. 

Or, stop us. End us. From committing any of those. 

"Nothing happens. Nobody comes, nobody goes. It's awful." 

—Poulome Panja, Indraprastha, West Bengal, India 

41. The Dying Dawn 

The world is sickening.. 

The holocaust is knocking at our door, 

The Pandemic is reigning upon us, 

The virus is plaguing us.. 

Pushing us for becoming either petrified or putrefied! 

Crisis everywhere.. 

World seems like a slow moth.. 

The virus is making us crawl and stopping us from meeting all.. 

Like cold and cruel death mask.. 

The stillness has crippled and toppled our needs, 

The stark reality is we humans have plundered everyone and we fear to feed, 

Even the flowers and the fowls! 

Hailing and crying to endeth the bad times.. 

It seems like curse has befallen upon one and all.. 

May be Yeats's 'anti-christ' has come in the form of virus.. 

To end our barbarism and evoke humanism.. 

To make us understand.. 

That the plans of God are clean, 

To derail the development of the world.. 

And to blossom the nature Supreme 

A dark maze.. A venom invented by us for others? 

Good times have departed? 

Surely, the dawn is dying.. 

Surely, the final call has come.. 

Open your eyes and see what have we done 
Surely we can save the dying dawn!! 

—Dr Swati Kumari, Jain (Deemed to be) University, Bangalore, India 
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42. The Reminder 

He hurts us to teach us; 

Like a malware in humanity threatening our harmony of people. 

He cometh as reminder to spread love. 

Enough is not enough- he made us learn. 

He maketh us to fathom survival in nature. 

He is reminding us to self- heal! 

He deteriorates Man's ego with social weapons; 

Hygiene helps in survival- both body and heart! 

He rules the world with utter hatred, whilst teaching equality. 

He reminds us to safeguard Mother Earth and her children! 

He arrests past memories- ruins present while questions future! 

He alerts people every day with new breathe of news- in mode of warning. 
He reminds us to harmonize the living! 

Massive Corpses scores as his wrath is to hell! 

He materializes tight fisted life upon us to live farther, 

Heightens the nostalgic feast on reversal of past. 

Procrastination becomes punishment; 

Reminds us of our lethargic moments. 

He purposely made God to reject people's prayers, 

While himself the messenger of death. 

Life deviates while his path alone is straightened. 

Stand still 'cause he's out there- but one fine day will come 

To avenge him. 

The foot prints of survival, teaches a great lesson! 

It's reminder of Mother Nature's patience! 

Let us hope for the world to victory march! 

Because, this too will pass! 

He is Corona, master of hell and teacher of humanness. 

Reminding everyone to cease moments of history repeating itself! 

The final reminder of Humanity! 

Stay safe! 

Serve humanity! 

—Dr. G. Hemalatha, VLB Janakiammal College of Arts and Science, Coimbatore, India 
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43. “Wh”? To Cruel Chinese Corona 

How you were born! 

How much lives you are engulfing? 

How drastically affecting the life style of people? 

How vindictive you are! 

Cruel Chinese Corona! 

Why you were born! 

Why the root cause of your birth unclear and clandestine; 

Why didn’t you get quenched with the journey? 

Why you are so malicious! 

Cruel Chinese Corona! 

What aim do you have? 

What! Are you teaching Equality, Hygiene, Values and Saving Nature, 

What! By suffering people 
What an intense spitefulness do you possess? 

Cruel Chinese Corona! 

Where you obtain the rights to take away the lives of people? 

Where is your destination? 

Where will we get vaccine and medicine for prevention and care? 

Where you receive the brutality? 

Cruel Chinese Corona! 

When do you become frail? 

When will you disappear? 

When the people will lead normal life? 

When do the people get relieved from your meanness? 

Cruel Chinese Corona! 

—Dr. D. Jaichithra, Sri Manakula Vinayagar Engineering College, India 


44. Covid -19 

Peeps through the deep dark with bursting youth. 
Intermix like the own breath, even full of smooth. 
At a first love of meteors eyes to divide in blood. 
With thy messes of debt, world-wide death's flood. 
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Through that dealing to ferment the entire world. 

Into disguise thousand tremors by degrees hurl'd. 

And all the place daily turned a clandestine invader. 

It's clear element which can be measured never. 

Upon this islands, weep into the unknown waves. 

Undulating Aegean tides tread, shoreless slaves. 

Century after century kissing continue but sound. 

So that like the tiny bulbs twinkle and see around. 

Over youthful audacity many moral forms forget. 

Regular arms of rainbow-feathered-flight to be set. 

Each part in this planet's spirits totally confused. 

And wonder-level science's flitted thought, fussed. 

Into the heart struck a swarm of sirocco's killers. 

Forget a faith of mine and thine the best treaters. 

Hiding deaths on its own shape in every slantwise. 

So as a serious, subtle spirits to roll and demonize. 

With that terms the world's twin mirrors confined. 

For live, repaid and devoted women never declined. 

Own invisible lonely luck smiles into a necropolis. 

Weed out sin and see the sun in Aurora borealis. 

—Krishnasankar Acharjee, Kolkata, India 


45. The Distress of The Earth 

Once, someone strive to dominate us, 
Someone strive to be ruined; 

They sowed only cruelty on us; 

But we can’t do anything. 

We are suffocated with toxic, 

Our feet were torn from our hair. 

Why you make cruelty on us? 

Many of us have succumbed to that cruelty. 

Yes, we want to dominate them; 
we began to sow cruelty on them, 
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its just as a hope to get freedom; 
but its not an end at all. 

Unexpectedly, we got a weapon, 
to dominate; just as a kind of microbe. 

It felt like we were released from a incarceration. 

We have an alacrity to vandalize them. 

Yes, we escape from the domination, 
but now; they become a trigger, 
microbe lynch the breach 
but it for few, its not an end. 

—Vyshnavi T, Vellarada, Kerala, India 

46. Beyond Pandemic 

And suddenly, Corona virus disappeared 
With the killing of Riyaz Naikoo 
In Kashmir... 

Suddenly, the quarantine centres were closed. 

People sent home, to watch their homes getting destroyed, in a curfew within 

curfew... 

And suddenly, as always, collective punishments for individual crimes returned, 

While the Corona virus disappeared 
With the killing of Riyaz Naikoo 
In Kashmir... 

The whole world was fighting the pandemic, 

Seeking ways to evacuate people stuck away from their homes, 

The farmers toiling to protect their crops from the upcoming hails, 
Middle class struggling to make their ends meet, 

Universities and schools striving to implement digital learning, 
Authorities thought Kashmir never needed 
Any such thing. 

As the Corona virus disappeared 
With the killing of Riyaz Naikoo 
In Kashmir... 

Loving a Kashmiri man is not easy, 

Knowing that the whole universe is conspiring to take him away from you... 

I remember how I always tell my mad heart to be brave! 
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I remember the sigh of relief I heaved 
On learning he has clean shaved his face 
After I told him to! 

There is no Corona vims in Kashmir... 

The Corona vims had disappeared 
With the killing of Riyaz Naikoo 
In Kashmir... 

—Kanika Bhalla, Panjab University, Chandigarh, India 

47. Pan-Gimmick 

A pandemic or a political gimmick? 

Why are homebound requested not to panic? 

Governments trajectory exhibit comedy! 

Nonchalant pests revising human prophecy. 

Invisible threat, obscure med, dead bed- 
It is an uncanny tragedy, life is at stake! 

Death becoming an irresistible trance 
Will humanity get a second chance? 

Survival strategies are the hot topic 
Discussions on survival of the fittest; 

Concerning situation is for the weak 
Who cares, elites are recovering quick! 

Shortage of aid, food, care 
Hoarded ration, doubled price, profitable share 
Blame is on enemy, virus crowned rare 
Poverty alive with teary-eyed stare! 

Bravehearts standing tall, fighting with pride 
Appreciation pelting stones, threatened to hide; 

Unmoved government advising not to panic 
A pandemic or a political gimmick?! 

—Kunal Chakraborty, Kolkata, India 
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48. PAN(DEM)IC REALITIES 

Stay Home! Stay Safe 
The Slogan echoes the entire globe 
For the humanity to panic 
Within the periphery of four walls, as 
The earth turns a perilous dome 
A grave not to feel at home. 

Nature shuts, Religion shuns, 

Animal retreats, Amusement untreats; 

Time teaches the human race 
To celebrate familial relations, 

Esteem Eternity of seconds, 

Despise the worth of money, and 
Worship the boon of Nature, as 
The earth turns a perilous dome 
A grave not to feel at home. 

Every action encountered a stand-still 
As Man is brimming haughty, 

Grooming enmity, pruning avarice, 

Nurturing infidelity, watering violence 
The Mother Earth smouldered 
With pain, stain and ire 
Hurled the Porcupinean Virus, Corona 
To besiege the World; Humans shudder, as 
The earth turns a perilous dome 
A grave not to feel at home. 

The lesson for ruminating, 

By the sons of the patient Earth - 
Ecstasy is to be tasted; 

Peace to be swallowed; and 
Humanitarianism to be chewed and digested. 

—C. Shanmuga Priya, National Institute of Technology, Tiruchirapalli, India 
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49. Reawakening 

The mankind 
In togetherness 
Is on the voyage 
Of Reawakening 
And Soul Healing. 

Towards a new consciousness, 

Towards a new morning, 

The peace within, 

The serenity without, 

The meditative mind, 

The soulful heart, 

The Quarantine 
Is surely a boon 
In disguise. 

The hue and cry, 

Of the maddening world 
Is put to a standstill. 

The peace of the world, 

Is towards it’s restoration. 

The joy of being alive, 

The joy of being grateful, 

The joy of being content, 

With what we have, 

Is the ultimate ecstasy. 

COVID -19 is not actually a threat, 

But a reason to establish a better world order, 

Towards a brighter future 
For entire Humanity. 

—Manjari Shukla, Vasanta College for Women, Varanasi, India 
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50. A Saga of National Lockdown 

Time never stops, it just passes away, 

But life goes on, whether night or day. 

Out of the houses, no one can be seen, 

Because people are fearful of COVID-19. 

Self-isolation, I am observing during Lockdown, 

So, I defend myself from the deadly virus frown. 

Spending family time, and pursuing my hobby, 

Gardening, reading, and helping my mommy. 

Yes, this Corona virus has made my life spiritless, 

But I am enjoying this period and have no stress. 

I also realised that the clapping and candle light, 

May give new hopes, and make humanity unite. 

Prevention and compliance of rules I am emphasizing upon, 

I know everything is dark, but we’ll soon see a fresh dawn. 

Trying to maintain social-distancing and utmost cleanliness, 

By my endeavours to cease rumours, panic and carelessness. 

—Anushka Sharma, Jaipur, India 
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